134              OUT OF MY COFFIN
With my mother's illness, which lasted thirteen
years, and increased in intensity month by month,
I came to understand the intolerable pain of having
to look on at the suffering of somebody one loves and
be totally helpless to relieve them in any way. The
doctors expressed the opinion that my mother's
creeping paralysis had been caused by a severe
fall
In past days in Rome, lifts were not yet usual, and
while walking down Professor Sgambati's stairs,
after a musical soiree he had given, she had caught
her heel in something and fallen on her back. At
the time it seemed of no consequence, but a few years
later, whilst playing the piano after dinner one even-
ing at Lamington, she suddenly exclaimed: " Oh,
my arm! " and complained of an acute pain. We
all thought it was muscular rheumatism, as she
had been sitting out in the garden rather late that
afternoon.
Alas ! It was the beginning of the end.
My anguish was increased by the vivid memory
of what a beautiful, active, intelligent and energetic
woman she had been.
Incidents of all kinds concerning her, unfolded
themselves before my eyes one after another,
amongst which was the following: My mother, as
I have already mentioned, amongst her other accom-
plishments, painted most attractive landscapes in
water colours. One of her masters, who taught her
the art of softening light and shade, was Roesler
Franz, a great aquarellist in Rome at the time, and
also a friend. One afternoon in December Mama
went off by herself with her camp-stool, paint-box,
and brushes. When my father came home at